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Lest Control 


by LoneswaggingRanger 


Summary 


A body of black approaches the outside of a vast, lonely mansion. They think no one lives 
there, until a single light flickers overhead. 


The body slides down to their knees in a heartbeat. They know how these things go. 
(They should have known better than to resist.) 


“This body extends their apologies, sir; it was not their intention to appear defiant,” 
The body intones, quiet, subservient. 


Notes 


Hope you like this, Alice! 
Some context before we begin: 


The people in this universe live in nuclear social structures known as Domains. For 
instance, the domain that our protagonists exist in right now is the Domain of Diligence. 


Within each domain, there’s a set hierarchy for those that live within. The hierarchical 
structure for the Diligence Domain goes like this: 


1. Rulers (highest status) - They are a council of the hardest workers (allegedly) in this 
domain, the ones that have the most riches compared to any other. There’s about five 
of them in this Domain. 

2. Controls (intermediate status) - equivalent to our upper middle class/lower middle 
class. Some have just enough wealth to own a small home, with warm food and 
drink; some like the one our body of black finds, have enough wealth to own a 
mansion. Each Household has their own individual Rules of Contract that are signed 
off by the Domain Rulers. 

3. Serfs (lower status) - They are those who serve in Control Households. They have a 
binding contract with Controls that ties to that particular household until they either 
die or are released. Such is the way of the Diligence Domain. 

4. Strays (lowest status) - They are the bottom of the barrel, without homes and 
constantly scouring the streets for food. They are looked down upon for their 
perceived lack of diligence. 

The populace of Strays and Serfs outnumber Controls in this domain. 


ps: can u belive this was supposed to be only 5k long Imfao. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


A body of black slips through the fences, thin and wiry in shape, quiet and skilled in movement. 
They creep slowly towards the giant mansion in front of them. 


Why do people plant such big trees in their compounds , they think to themself. What is the point of 
sprawling lawns, golden trench windows and ridiculously ornate double doors when barely anyone 
lives in these households? 


They tiptoe faster. 


What is the point of having so much riches hidden in the dark? 


The body of black is right. It is rather dark. It is dark enough that their scrappy coal shirt blends 
like ink against the night sky - invisible. Untouchable. Everything is black, and dark, and safe, until 
the body of black reaches the backdoor of the mansion and a light flickers immediately overhead. 
The body of black freezes. It is the only light that exists in this forlorn space. They avert their eyes 
heavenwards, staring at the light with bated breath. 


Nothing happens. All is still, save for the treacherous thumping heart of the body’s lifeblood. The 
body of black presses their back flat against the wall. There is no movement... yet. 


The body of black hovers there for a long, long second. They almost contemplate turning right 
around and leaving this ominous, shadowy compound along with all its ridiculous riches, but 
eventually necessity wins over. 


Hunger always wins. 


The body of black twitches once, and reaches for the lock of the mansion's backdoor. The single 
light remains shining overhead. It illuminates the exact spot where the body of black needs to see, 
where their lockpick needs to enter the keyhole. 


It's almost as if... almost as if someone is helping them break into the mansion. 


The body of black doesn't believe in miracles, but they do believe in good opportunities. The lock 
slides loose. 


The body of black breathes a quiet sigh of relief. There’s going to be dinner tonight, at least. 


The body of black slips into the mansion again with practised ease, and if anyone else had been 
looking, they would have sworn they'd seen a ghost floating above porcelain tiles. 


The body (ghost) is halfway to reaching the kitchen doors when suddenly, another light fizzles on. 
The body of black freezes again, their head this time sweeping backwards. Predictably, the 
backdoor behind them swings shut with a thunderous click. 


No light left, only one in front, leading to the kitchen. 


The body of black swallows deeply. Someone knows exactly where the body is stationed, knows 
enough to predict what they’re looking for. Something like adrenaline thrums in the body's fingers 
as they latch onto the kitchen door handle. 


The body of black wonders why the mansion's occupant didn't just storm down their extravagant 
swirling staircase and catch the body in the act red-handed. 


Probably a waste of effort to climb down so many flights of stairs , the body guesses grimly. No 
one likes to expend effort when dealing with a Stray. 


No matter. The longer they’ re ignored, the higher the chance the body of black gets something to 
eat. 


The body of black slips past the kitchen doors and again, the kitchen light behind them 
extinguishes as another in front rekindles. 


It's a lone, waning amber outlining the majesty of a great white fridge. 


The body of black's mouth waters in typical Pavlovian response, hands trembling at the prospect of 
being so close to edible food - but they don't scramble. They don't pounce. They're far too well- 
trained for that. Instead, they approach attentively, like a predator circling their prey - though 
perhaps in this scenario, the body is more likely just prey circling another prey. 


The body of black wraps their gloved fingers over the fridge door handle. It comes open with a 
satisfying pop. The body of black inhales, and takes a good look inside. 


Milk. Apples. Vegetables. Cheese. Grapes. Food. So. much. food. 


The body of black doesn’t think. They reach out, scrawny fingers inches away from the milk carton 
when suddenly, the lone flickering light behind them sweeps shut. The body sucks in another sharp 
breath. 


The only light left is the one coming from the fridge. 


Their hands falter a short second over the carton of milk just inches away from their grasp. It is one 
beat too long. 


The body of black feels the presence of a looming figure behind them, breath hovering close 
enough to tickle the back of their neck. 


The body of black curses their luck. They had been so close . 


“T’m obligated to tell you that once you take a bite, you won’t be able to leave. Rules of Contract, 
and all that.” The figure behind them has a lilting, silvery voice, almost melodic in nature. “But 
that’s not going to stop you, is it?” 


The body of black stiffens. This is the mansion's Control. 


“Well? What are you waiting for?” The Control teases lightly. “Take a swig.” The body of black 
could hear the snide grin on his face. “It’s just milk.” 


The Control is right. It is just milk. The body of black is too hungry to think about what might 
come after. They take a shivering swig of the blessed milk. 


The mansion floods with an abrupt rush of red, as the Control’s hands curl around the body’s waist, 
pressing his lips at the top of their forehead. A sealing of his Household Contract, most likely. 


“Welcome to your new home, sweetheart,” The Control whispers. 


The body of black closes their eyes, sighs. This was going to be one of those Controls. 


Fifteen years, rough hands pressing them against a wall, a tabletop, a dresser, fingers probing 
inside him, a smoking breath, the scratch of an untrimmed beard, a low guttural voice making them 
beg for food, for drink, for air, making them beg, beg, beg- 


They reach for an apple, carmine and glistening. They hold it in the air for another beating second, 
a silent question. They’re already going to be stuck here anyway, might as well risk it. 


“Oh, sure, help yourself,” The Control says, sounding amused. “I don’t mind.” 


The body of black does, sinking their teeth into the fruit's juicy flesh. 


The mansion is a viciously beautiful place, even after the crimson illuminance fades away and 
leaves a blinding white light in its wake. Skylights open in vaulted glass ceilings overhead, smooth 


sharp knives hanging in order of size across the pristine marble walls. 


“So, sweetheart,” The Control pulls away from the body, taking a sidestep to the left so the body 
has him in their field of view. “Do you have a name?” 


The body of black licks their lips, slick apple juices still dribbling down their chin. For a single 
charged moment, they leave the Control’s inquiry hanging in the air. They almost contemplate not 


replying. 


A hand dragging them up by shaggy hair, another clamping over their throat. 


"Who do you serve?" 


Eyes on the ground, eyes on the ground. 


"You, Control." They choke out. "Always you." 


They know how these things go, know what the rightful place of soon-to-be Serfs like them should 
be before Controls with rich beautiful mansions. They were just reluctant to do it all over again. 


In the end, propriety wins over. The body of black lets their shoulders drop and replies honestly, 
"Don’t have one, sir." 


“You don’t?” The Control feigns surprise, but the body of black has been trained far too well to not 
hear the danger lurking in his tone. “That is going to make it more difficult to address you." He 
muses with an idle finger tapping his chin. "Especially since you’ll be serving this Household till 
the end of its lifetime.” 


The last sentence is spoken as an afterthought, like it doesn’t quite matter to The Control whether 
they serve or not. The body supposes it probably doesn’t. It isn't like his life is the one being bound 
to an imperishable building for all of eternity. 


The Control considers the body closely. The body wills themself not to fidget under his penetrating 
gaze. 


“Perhaps I should release you before we make things final.” Nonchalant, indifferent. 


The body's heart honest-to-god stops beating. 


Release, release meant- 


Being hauled to a stand, shackled to the ground, stripped off the measly rags Control Leichester 
passed off as clothing, and the deadly Lyre Whip, crackling in the air as Control Leichester rid 
them of all the markings that made the body his property - the brand, peeled away with a single 
lick of that punishing whip- 


Whipped for three days in a row non-stop- 


Hauled on their back and thrown to the streets with Control spitting on their battered body- 


The body slides down to their knees in a heartbeat. They know how these things go. 


(They should have known better than to resist.) 


“This body extends their apologies, sir; it was not their intention to appear defiant,” The body 
intones, quiet, subservient. Just the way all Controls want. “This body has no name because they 
were released by a Control of the past, thus the name given to this body has been stripped of them 
since.” 


“Oh.” The Control breathes, almost too quiet. He’s staring down at the body, eyes roaming every 
inch of the body’s covered skin. 


The body had been lucky to have found someone willing to give them their black overalls for the 
shoddy price of a couple nights sex. They are going to loathe parting with their only piece of 
clothing. 


“Why did you come here?” 


The question is not unexpected, but the body stiffens all the same. Would this be considered their 
first transgression on this Control’s grounds? They wonder if his punishments will be as harsh as 
Control Leichester’s. Perhaps they shouldn’t have taken that last apple after all. 


“This body was hungry, sir.” 


“Everyone’s hungry,” The Control waves, as if he knows what hungry means, as if he knows what 
it’s like to starve on the streets, to curl by the sidewalk in a foetal position and have passers-by 
avoid you like the plague. “Most Strays run when the back porch lights up, few are stubborn 
enough to stay after the door swings shut. Fewer still remain when the last kitchen light ignites. 
Why did you?” 


Why did they? What a splendid question. Because they were hungry, dipshit. 


Oh, to be a rich pampered Control. “Perhaps this body is simply not made to be a Stray, sir.” They 
tilt their face up, fluttering eyelashes and all. “Perhaps this body is simply meant to be a Serf. Your 
Serf.” Perhaps that is all this body is good for. 


(The body hopes that is what The Control wanted to hear.) 


The Control falls silent, keenly evaluating the body’s worth with blatant up and down scans. The 
body supposes that’s fair. They did sort of admit that they were used goods, after all. 


Finally, The Control speaks up again. “Perhaps so.” It is a simple answer, a quiet couple of words 
but it is all the body needs to lower their shoulders in relief. They are not to be released. “I am 
Cain, sole Control for this mansion. There is no one here you have to answer to but me.” There’s a 
pause, but the body knows better than to fill it. “Would you mind if I give you a new name, 
sweetheart? Just so it’s easier on the both of us.” 


Why phrase it like a question, when the body clearly has no choice in the matter? 


“Of course, Control Cain,” The body bows reverently. “Your wish is this body’s command.” 


“Wonderful,” Control Cain says, though he sounds like he’s swallowed something of indescribably 


bad taste. Something isn’t satisfying him. The body’s mind races to wonder what. “Your name is 
Shadow, because of how well you weaved through them coming into our household.” 


Our , he says, like any part of this mansion belongs to them. 


“Do you accept this name, Shadow?” Control Cain asks, something firm seeping into his voice. 
Dissatisfied or not, he seems hell bent on staking his claim on the body. “The name that will bind 
you eternally to this household, establish you permanently as its Serf?” 


The body doesn’t understand why Control Cain keeps reiterating the same point. Perhaps they 
think the body's mind losing a few screws? 


He wouldn’t be wrong, the body supposes. There has to be something wrong with someone like 
them, someone who’s remained on the lower rungs of society for more than half their life. Most 
people climb up the social ladder in a matter of five years, gaining a sizable Control house, enough 
to get by in life. 


To be a Serf for fifteen, and a Stray for the next four - there was evidently something wrong with 
the body. Only people with messed up minds and lazy hands got stuck on the lower rungs for so 
long, or so is claimed by the Domain of Diligence. 


“This body accepts.” The body says, when they realise that they’ ve kept silent for too long again. 
“This body’s name is Shadow, and will thus be in service of Control Cain’s household for as long 
as they live.” 


Unless the body is released again, which given their prior record of less than stellar fortune, is 
probably more likely than not. 


The body lowers themself to the ground, practically prostrating Control Cain’s willowy self. Their 
lips touch the tip of his dress shoe. “This body thanks you for your magnanimity.” 


The body expects many things. For Control Cain to lay a hand on the back of their head, maybe, or 
for them to kick him in the stomach - which though painful, would have been enough to seal the 
Rules of Contract in most Households. Bodily contact was a traditional signatory custom. 


What they hadn’t anticipated was for Control Cain to lower themself in front of the body, gently 


guiding the body’s head off the ground. 


They felt the mild sting of the binding name Shadow sear across their back - the back already 
whipped raw by their previous Control, the back still covered by the pale comforts of their black 
overalls. 


“No, sweetheart,” Control Cain says quietly. “Thank you .” 


He sounds quiet, almost reverent, and the body wonders if this is the first Serf Control Cain has 
ever attained for his household. It certainly seems so. He is lucky, then. The body is already well- 
trained enough that Control Cain will not need to say much to get them to do his bidding. 


Control Cain brushes the body’s scraggly hair to the side, a hand curling on the side of their cheek. 
The body shivers. They know then what their main role in this household was going to be. 


Whore. 


A beautiful body like that, it would be a waste not to use you. 


The body hopes they are still beautiful enough to please this new Control. He seems like a 
reasonable person. If the body behaves well, the Control might even allow them to have food for 
the night. 


This new Control is...different, to put it lightly. 


His first orders to Shadow (the body has to get used to their new name - they are now owned 
again.) had been to take a shower and get some sleep. He’d shown them to a room with an actual 
bed and when Shadow mentioned that they’d obediently slept on the floors the night before, 
Control Cain had informed them firmly at breakfast (breakfast!) that, “The beds are there for you 
to use, sweetheart.” 


Shadow had assumed it as an implicit order to get themselves ready for copulation every night. 


For the first few nights, they did exactly that, but when Control Cain did not visit their rooms even 
once, nor touch them any more indecently than he had when he first acquired Shadow, Shadow 
realised that Control Cain was either very good at playing the long game, or he isn't actually as into 
Shadow's body as they first thought. 


It is perplexing, because if Control Cain refrains from making use of Shadow’s notoriously 
‘beautiful body’, then Shadow doesn’t really have much else to offer him. The few daily chores 
they’d been assigned are hardly adequate consideration in the face of Control Cain’s seemingly 
perpetual goodwill. 


He gives Shadow food three times a day - and not scrappy food, either. They’re provided with real 
baked potatoes, boiled eggs, roasted vegetables and more apples than they could ever count. 


Shadow is at a true loss for what to do with this benign treatment. 


He allows them showers, soft sheets and clean clothes. He doesn’t raise a single whip in Shadow’s 
direction, not even when the body dropped a plate by accident that one time. 


Control Cain had been less angry as he was concerned. “Did you hurt yourself, sweetheart?” He’d 
asked, lulling voice carrying across the stairway as Shadow huddled over the broken pieces of their 
unmistakable failure. They had been so sure that this would be it, that Control Cain would shove 
them into a corner, make them kneel with their hands above their head and beat them till they 

bled. 


Instead, Control Cain had approached them unhurriedly, quiet shushing noises breaking through 
Shadow’s hazy panic, through Shadow’s flushed litany of, “This body apologizes for their 
carelessness, their inaptitude, their useless nature, please forgive them, please-” 


Control Cain had reached out to caress their shoulder and Shadow had to force themself not to 
flinch. “It’s alright, sweetheart, I’m not mad. It’s just a plate.” He bends down to meet Shadow’s 
glazed over eyes. “We’ve got more than enough plates to go around in this house.” 


It had been at that moment that Shadow had realised, Control Cain really did not have any frame of 
reference when it came to the proper treatment of Serfs. The poor Control had only one Serf in his 
giant of a mansion. He had no idea how to properly treat someone at Shadow's station. 


Shadow soon decides that as less of a them problem, and more of a him problem. If Control Cain 
later realises how wasteful giving a Serf three meals a day really is, Shadow would deal with the 
fall out then. 


For now, they would take what little comfort they could from Control Cain’s goodwill for as long 
as they can. 


(They still keep themself completely naked in bed each night, just in case.) 


“Are you in here, Shadow?” Control Cain pokes his head through the entrance of the lounge room. 
He rarely uses Shadow’s name, unless there's something really important that needs to be 
addressed. 


“Yes, sir.” Shadow perks up from where they are wiping the already spotless lounge tabletop. 
They mostly just clean for something to do these days. “Is there something wrong?” 


“No, no, nothing’s amiss,” Control Cain waves easily. “And we’ve established that you may 
address me by name, have we not?” 


Poor, confused Control with no frame of common Diligence social etiquette. 


Shadow ducks their head to hide a snort. “Of course, Control Cain. My apologies for 
misremembering.” 


Control Cain still looks slightly displeased but he continues anyway, “No matter, sweetheart.” He 
brushes a lock of hair out of his face. “I just came down to ask you something.” 


Immediately Shadow sits up on their haunches, the perfect picture of a dog waiting at its master’s 
heel. Control Cain has treated them with far more kindness than anyone else. Whatever Control 
Cain wants, Shadow is ready to give gladly. (They want too desperately to keep this life to 
disobey.) 


“What is it?” 


Control Cain crouches down in front of Shadow, eerily reminiscent of the time they first met. “Can 
you read?” 


Shadow blinks. That...isn’t what they were expecting. “This body-" 


Control Cain raises a pointed brow. 


Shadow clears their throat. They keep forgetting that this Control doesn't know the right way to 
treat a Serf. "J know a few words.” 


Some distant part of them curdles at how casually the body speaks to their Control, but Shadow 
reminds themself that this Control is different. This Control is painfully unfamiliar with social 
structures. Shadow can overstep boundaries without consequence. It’s not a miracle, just good 
opportunity. 


"Splendid!" Control Cain nods approvingly, eyes crinkling at the sides. "Would you mind perusing 
formal letters of invitation on my behalf, then? There's far too much for me to go through on my 


Own. 


There it is again, the incessant need to phrase orders as questions. 


"It would be a pleasure," Shadow answers gracefully, inclining their head. Despite the lack of 
choice, it's not a lie; they've always enjoyed reading whenever they had the chance. 


“Learn to read, whore.” Control Leichester thrust a worn book in their face. “It’ll make you far 
more useful than you are now.” 


Their young eyes beamed with the opportunity to be of use to their Control. Control Leichester 
dragged his pudgy fingers between the body’s hair and yanked them up hard. The body’s neck 
strained with the force. They fought hard not to wince. 


“T’Il test you tomorrow.” Control Leichester whispers. “If you miss even one,” The body’s face is 


wrenched closer to their Control’s musty breath. “I'll punish you myself. Am I understood?” 


The body nods frantically. They want so desperately to be of use. 


"Wonderful!" Control Cain pushes himself off the floor and holds a hand down in Shadow's 
direction. "Let's get you set up in my study then, shall we, sweetheart?" 


Shadow slides their hand across the calluses of Control Cain's palms. His hands were unexpectedly 
rough, like he'd been through tough days of work and not, say, holed up in a mansion for the 
majority of his life. 


When Control Cain leads them to his study - the part of the mansion that Shadow had never dared 
venture into because they had learned the hard way that Controls did not take kindly to Serfs 
wandering in unpermitted areas - the answer to that mystery promptly reveals itself. 


Piles and piles of woodwork. Control Cain is a woodsmith. 


“Do excuse the mess,” Control Cain says as he navigates through the clutter of his own workspace. 
“My study is built inside my workshop, so we’ll have to traverse through these tremulous terrains 
to reach there.” He gives Shadow a playful wink, kicking away a stray piece of wood in the middle 
of his way. “I hope you don’t mind.” 


Shadow is too preoccupied to mind. Control Cain’s workshop is full of half-finished projects - a 
wooden crate with one of its sides missing, a lacquered doll losing its limbs, a high shelf still 
unvarnished - Shadow is getting a front row seat to how sporadically the gears of Control Cain’s 
mind work. 


“T don’t mind, sir.” They reply absently. 


Control Cain tuts. “Again, sweetheart, call me Cain.” 


Shadow mumbles their apologies and continues following behind their Control in muted awe. The 
sheer volume of projects Control Cain has taken on is testament to his survival in this cutthroat 
Domain of Diligence. Did he thrive by selling his woodwork? He rarely ever left the mansion, 
perhaps he exported them to offering companies? 


Control Cain leads them to an inside parlour, hidden snug behind the walls of his dusty workshop. 
Inside is a cross between the characteristic mess of his workshop, and the glamorous opulence that 
graces most of his mansion. A glass chandelier hangs from the low ceilings, the smell of deep 
roasted coffee wafting through the air. 


Control Cain gestures for Shadow to follow him behind a mahogany work desk. Shadow idly 
wonders if Control Cain made this desk himself. 


“So here are the invitations.” Control Cain lifts out a thick stack of sealed envelopes from under 
his desk. There’s still another three stacks beneath. 


Shadow resists the urge to raise a brow. Part of their mild disapproval must still have seeped 
through though, considering the way Control Cain grins sheepishly. 


“Yeah, I know. I have a penchant for leaving things to the last minute.” He scratches the back of 
his neck, pulling out a plush royal red armchair with one hand but not sitting in it. “These 
invitations are due next week and the others are due the week after. I just don’t really care for 
mingling, you know?” 


He stays in his mansion twenty-four seven and has his groceries delivered to him by express 
courier. Shadow definitely knows. They don’t think they’ ve seen the light of day ever since 
stepping foot in Control Cain’s household. 


“So anyway, if you see any letter signed by one of the Rulers, put them on the side. If you see one 
signed by a Control, toss them out.” Control Cain watches Shadow hoist the other three stacks of 
letters, placing them in a row on his desk. "Do you understand, sweetheart?” 


Shadow nods obediently. Not for the first time, they wonder what standing Control Cain has in 
society that allows him to receive piles of invitations and have the liberty to act so flippantly with 
other Controls. 


Control Cain drags his armchair out a little further from his desk. “You can sit, by the way.” 


Shadow stares at Control Cain for a while, just to see if he’s serious. 


...He is. 


A Serf, sit in their Control’s chair. What an indecent breach of decorum. 


“Ah, and you can have anything to drink in here, if you want,” Control Cain adds, pointing at the 
coffee machine in the corner of the room. “Can’t have you fainting from dehydration, can we?” 


Shadow hardly thinks that they’d faint sitting on a desk sorting letters but they aren’t going to 
question their Control’s word, not when it benefited them so. 


“You have any questions for me, sweetheart?” 


Shadow shakes their head, still a little bemused. 


“Wonderful.” Control Cain pats the cushion of his plush armchair, eyes glinting. “Then take a 
seat.” 


Shadow almost wonders if Control Cain knows what he’s doing, knows that he’s breaching all 
sorts of common customs by treating Shadow the way he did, knows that he’s risking both their 
reputations if word of how he coddles Shadow ever got out to society. 


Shadow wonders if this is just an elaborate prank waiting to bite them in the ass. 


Shadow takes a seat nevertheless, letting Control Cain push the chair in with their back ramrod 
straight. A Control seating his Serf. Shadow’s Control would have them on a flaming pike if 
something like this ever happened. 


“Control Cain?” Shadow's breath stutters a bit, unused to having the liberty of directly addressing 
not just any Control, but the Control that owned them. 


Control Cain merely pauses by the frame of his door, head cocking back. “Yes, sweetheart?” 


“Thank you.” They don’t know what else to say. 


A hint of a smirk flashes across Control Cain’s features as he exits the study. “No, Shadow.” His 
melodic voice travels from the outer workshop. “Thank you. ” 


It becomes a part of Shadow's weekly routine to sort through Control Cain’s letters now, only so 
they won’t have to spend three whole days slogging through them like the first time. They clear 
away one batch at the end of each week, opting to do so in the communal kitchen space rather than 
intrude on their Control’s privacy. 


Control Cain doesn’t mention it, but he is happy to receive a smaller pile of letters, so Shadow 
counts that as a win. 


They also learn a bit more of Control Cain than any other sane Control would have allowed. 


Control Cain's last name is Calvados. That comes as a mild surprise. 


He never gets any personal letters, only those pertaining to business. 


His originating domain is not Diligence, despite his seemingly intuitive drive to bury himself in 
constant projects all day every day. His letters indicate as much. Controls refer to him as ‘the 
paragon of an upstanding immigrant’ and that they would ‘ love to get to know those from another 
culture’ despite the fact that to Shadow’s better knowledge, Control Cain had been Jiving in 
Diligence for more than a decade. One of the Rulers gave him orders to craft things because 
apparently, ‘no Control gets things of good quality done at such a quick pace except those that 
appreciated the lack of diligence in their homedomains.’ 


Shadow finds these comments rather insulting. 


If it were any other Control, Shadow might have privately joined in on the fun of knocking him 
down a peg or two. However, because this is Cain Calvados, their unconventionally reasonable and 
socially inept Control, Shadow bristles in affront whenever they read letters of the sort. 


They take sick pleasure in burning every one those letters in the fire later on. They even jot down 


all the names of those who sent those letters so Control Cain could do with them what he wills. 


Control Cain laughed outright when he first saw the list. “It’s nice to have someone be incensed on 
my behalf.” He tousled Shadow’s messy locks with indulgence. 


Shadow finds they liked their Control’s careless touches. 


They wonder if they would appreciate Control Cain making use of their body one day. 


The thought alone sends them into a vomiting spiral in their private (private!) bathroom along with 
five full nights of sweaty tossing and turning, constantly waiting for Control Cain to appear in the 
doorway, to stake his claim on the body now that they were so willing. 


Shadow knows they would do anything to keep this life. Anything . 


(They don’t just sleep naked at night. They keep themselves slick and ready with lube, stretching 
their hole wide open, shaking and shivering as they do so. 


They don’t know when Control Cain might want them. They only know that it might be soon.) 


Shadow is found by Control Cain one early dawn gazing at the nascent sunrise through the patio 
windows. 


He is still blurry-eyed, no doubt having spent the majority of last night tinkering away in his 
workshop again. A steaming mug of Shadow’s freshly brewed coffee rests in his hands. 


He comes to step beside Shadow. “You make good coffee now.” 


Shadow tips their head to the side. Four months ago, they would have never imagined standing 
shoulder to shoulder with a Control. 


Four months ago, they would have still been starving on the streets. 


“T’m glad.” Shadow doesn’t know why they sound so short, why they’re trying to spit in the face 
of Control Cain’s kindness. They don’t know anything. 


Control Cain falls silent for a moment, taking a deep drink of their much needed morning caffeine. 
Shadow basks in the innately calming presence of the diligent woodsmith. (Imagine that, being 
comforted by the presence of their own Control.) 


“You don’t enjoy it, though?” At Shadow’s clueless expression, he amends. “The coffee, I mean.” 


“Would you like me to?” They could certainly try. They would enjoy anything Control Cain gives 
them. They had to. 


Control Cain gives Shadow an odd little side-eye. “No.” He drains the rest of his cup. “That’s 
alright.” He saunters over to the coffee pot and fills up his second cup before heading towards his 
quarters, still not quite awake. 


Shadow wonders what sorts of projects Control Cain is about to leave unfinished this time. 


“Johannes invited me to his Annual Dinner and I can’t refuse,” Control Cain says to Shadow that 
afternoon. “Not this time, at least.” 


Johannes , Shadow snorts to themself. The only reason they know who that really is was because 
they had sifted through Control Cain's letters two weeks before. 


Shadow had long since accepted insouciance as a part of their Control’s nature and not a weapon he 
intended to use against Shadow. Or maybe it is a weapon, and Shadow had simply grown used to 
staring down the barrel of a gun in between their eyes. 


“Would you like to come with?” 


Shadow stares at their Control for a prolonged disbelieving moment. 


Control Cain remains calmly cutting his meat. 


(They are having steak for lunch today. Shadow is a good cook when they have the ingredients. 
Control Leichester trained them well.) 


“Control Cain,” Shadow enunciates carefully. “I am your Serf.” 


Control Cain has the gall to arch a long, prim eyebrow. “Indeed you are.” He delicately places a 
piece of grilled meat in his mouth. The way he holds his utensils clearly indicates some form of 
noble upbringing. 


Once again, Shadow wonders where in the world their Control hailed from. 


“Therefore, it would be a slight on your honour to have a Serf accompany you on your dinners.” 
Shadow couldn’t believe they actually had to educate their own Control on appropriate social 
etiquette. 


Control Cain swallows slowly. “I don’t mind.” 


“The Great Rulers certainly will,” Shadow remarks dryly. “It would be unseemly for you to have 
your Serf present when His Lordship Pritchett-" Shadow deliberately emphasises the High Ruler's 
full title. "- has no doubt prepared for his own capable Serfs to attend to your needs in this dinner.’ 


>) 


How have you survived this far without me? 


"I'm not bringing you as a Serf," Control Cain frowns. "I'm bringing you as a guest." 


That's even worse, you dimwit. "With all due respect, sir, I am not a suitable candidate for your 
companionship, especially not in public." 


"Shadow." Control Cain set down his knife. "My last name's Calvados." 


Shadow resists the urge to rub their forehead. "Yes." 


"Calvados, as in-" 


"Successor of the late Lady Lilith Calvados, yes, I'm aware." Shadow doesn’t mean to snap, not 
really. They just couldn’t believe how oblivious their Control thought they were. 


Their Control takes their rudeness in stride, as he does everything else. “Exactly. So if I want you 
to be there, you can be there.” 


Shadow mentally calibrates the risk of shouting * You’re a goddamn idiot’ to their Control’s face. 
In the end, they opt for carefully choosing their next words. They weren’t quite ready to try their 
Control’s limits just yet. 


“With all due respect, Control Cain, while you may have a higher chance of succeeding your 
predecessor, an established Ruler’s household is no place to announce the completion of your 
household.” Shadow muses for a while. "If that is indeed your intention, it would certainly be 
much more credible to hold an exclusive ceremony in your own home." 


Control Cain scrunches his stupid nose. "That sounds like far too much work." 


"We live in the Domain of Diligence," Shadow deadpans. "There's bound to be work." 


"Certainly not the type I'm fond of," Control Cain primly picks his knife back up again, resuming 
the well-mannered slicing of his meat. "How are you aware of all this anyway?" 


"y" 


Control Leichester. He had made long-term preparations to acquire the perpetually empty Fifth 
Ruler Seat. 


The Third Ruler Amelia Von Schnapp had a cousin with distinctive tastes. The young body was lent 
for his pleasure, a mouth to drill and hole to fuck so their Control could have a chance of rising in 
the ranks. 


Shadow's hands go white gripping on the fork. "It's a long story." 


Control Cain pauses mildly. "We've got time." 


Time, time, there was never enough time- 


"Useless invertebrate whore." Rough hands throwing them on the hard tiled floors. "You had one 
job." Heeled boots digging in the middle of their stomach. "You were literally raised for this!" 


"Please," They begged. They were so young. They still believed in the hope of mercy. "Please, I'll 
do better, I just need more time-" 


More time, more time, there was never enough time- 


"May I refrain from sharing it, Control Cain?" Shadow hates the way they shrink back down on 
themself, hates how weak their voice sounds even to their own ears, hates the bubbling hope that 
shrivels in their guts as they wait for Control Cain scoff, laugh, push them on the ground for even 
thinking they had the right - 


"Of course, sweetheart," Control Cain answers softly. He's already finished three quarters of his 
meal. "And I really do prefer it if you could just call me Cain." 


Shadow hates that Control Cain feels the need to remind them of this over and over. They mutter 
an apathetic apology and resumes their meal in silence. 


At the end of the meal, Control Cain wipes his lips and says, “Lilith would have enjoyed this meal 
very much, I think.” 


Shadow clears the plates for washing, still silent, though they allow a ghost of a smile to play at 
the sides of their lips. 


The evening of the dinner, Shadow is by the front door overseeing Control Cain's departure. 


He is dressed well, in a crisp black suit and tie as opposed to his usual unironed attire. His hair is 
slicked back with a liberal amount of hair gel and the emerald cufflinks on his wrists bear engraved 
cursive CCs bring out the elegant hazel of his eyes. Still, he seems to hesitate by the double 
doorway. 


"You look good." Shadow is surprised by how gentle their voice sounds. 


The idiot Control gives them a lopsided grin. "Do I, now?" 


"May you enjoy your rare time out in society, Control Cain." Shadow’s dry self returns, much to 
their inner relief. They are unwilling to acknowledge the weird flutter in their stomach caused by 
their Control’s blatantly flirtatious wink. 


The grin dissipates a little. Shadow waits. Usually Control Cain makes it known exactly what had 
displeased him so that Shadow could go about rectifying it. He is kind that way. If he doesn't say 
anything, it means there isn't anything Shadow can do about it. 


Control Cain doesn’t say anything, only adjusts the lapels of his dress coat. "Well, then, 
sweetheart," His hands clasp on a bronze-topped walking stick propped by the door. "I suppose 
we'll have to wait a little longer before I get to take you out." 


With that strange and not at all ominous statement, Control Cain makes his way out his mansion at 
an assured pace. 


Shadow surmises then, with great resignation, that they might never come to understand their 
Control at all. 


Here is what Shadow knows to be true: 


Their Control is related in some way to the former Fifth Ruler of Diligence, Lilith Calvados, 
though not by blood. He must have arrived some time as a child, and the good Lady Lilith must 
have taken him in. She passed when Shadow had been about thirteen, so Control Cain would have 
been about fifteen. The news of her death rocked Diligents to their core - some mourned, some 
cheered, many had their eyes on the newly emptied Ruler Seat. 


Control Leichester had been a definite part of the latter. 


Here is what the body knows to be true: 


If they give their all to serving Control Cain, they have the chance of becoming the Serf of a High 
Ruler. That means more food, more opportunities, more freedom. That means not having to whore 
themselves out as frequently as they had to with Control Leichester, because surely Control Cain 
would have mercy on them when he requests their service. 


Control Leichester would be livid when he finds out who serves the new Fifth Ruler . 


The decision to assist Control Cain in attaining Rulership comes as a no-brainer. 


When Control Cain returns some time after midnight, the body is immediately alert. They sense the 
unusually heavy weight of footsteps thundering up the stairs, heading for the room they’re 
currently stationed in. Their Control calls for them, slurred tone carrying across the bedchamber 
hallways and in an instant, the body understands how this night is going to go. 


The body quickly shrugs the weighted duvet off their chest, silently thanking their own foresight to 
keep themselves prepared each night. They drape themselves tantalisingly against the frame of the 
bed, hands crossed above their head, neck bared. They stretch their muscles back, letting luscious 
dark hair spill beautifully over their shoulders, consciously locking away the deeper, darker parts 
of them screaming, no, no, please no, not him, please- 


A steady thrum of fear freezes his thoughts as Control Cain barges into their chambers, tie 
loosened and shirt wrinkled. His usually bright hazel eyes are heavy-lidded as they find the body 
spread out like a grand feast. 


“Sweetheart?” He sounds drunk, directionless. “Is that you?” 


“Yes, sir,” The body keeps their tone neutral, perfunctory. “At your service, sir.” They ignore the 
stupid pang of hurt unfurling in their chest. 


The body is bound to serve. This has always been their place. Their Control had simply been too 
kind to make use of them before. The body had seen this coming, had been expecting this, even - 
they had no reason to feel betrayed. 


Control Cain’s lips curl into a frown, head slowly turning to consider the door knob in his white 
gloved hand. “Why didn’t you lock the door?” 


The body stills. How are they supposed to answer that? As always, Control Cain acts in ways the 
body cannot comprehend. 


On usual days, this is intriguing; right now, it is only threatening. 


Control Cain’s eyes slide over them, frown deepening. “You’re naked.” He observes intelligently. 
“Why are you naked?” His face twists with more befuddlement. “Do you sleep naked?” 


“Only for your benefit, sir.” The body keeps their voice low, a soothing timbre despite the 
cramping of their insides. They’ ve been bedded far too many times to not know what type of fuck 
their own Control would prefer. 


They flex their slender legs, raising them above their head. They imagine the sight of their already 
lubed hole must be satisfying for Control Cain and his wine-addled brain. 


Control Cain approaches the body, his movements unsteady but deliberate. The body’s breath 
sticks to their throat, waits for Control Cain’s fingers to graze the back of their legs, to devour them 
completely as they surrender themselves to serve their Control’s needs completely. For this man, 


for this life, they are willing to do anything. 


Control Cain stops over the body. His hands reach down, down, down and the body closes their 
eyes, holds their breath as he- 


-pulls the covers up over the body. 


The body’s eyes spring wide open. What. 


Control Cain is still frowning down at them, dusty blonde hair sweeping the corners of his eyes. 
“You'll get cold that way. You shouldn’t get cold.” 


Did Control Cain prefer sexual gratification over fabric, what- 


Control Cain pushes the body’s legs down with a strange unfocused determination, his words 
slipping one after another. “And you shouldn’t call me sir. I don’t wish for us to be that way.” He 
drags the covers up until the body is tightly wrapped like a child in their parent’s blanket. 


The body is nineteen. Control Cain is older than them by two years at most. He has no right to 
exhibit such, such paternal caretaking tendencies- 


“T only wish for us to be at ease. To talk casually, to go out together, have fun eating pancakes on 
the street.” Control Cain tugs the body’s limp wrists down under the covers too. “I used to do that 
all the time with Lily. I don’t see why we can’t do the same.” A moisty sheen clouds Control 
Cain’s eyes. 


Oh, dear Lords above, is Control Cain going to cry ? 


“T miss her,” Control Cain sniffles, hands squeezing Shadow’s for no apparent reason. 


Yeah, Control Cain probably isn’t going to fuck Shadow tonight. He’s a weepy harmless drunk. 
Lords above. 


“T missed you too, tonight.” 


Shadow feels something fond bleed its way onto their face despite themself. “Did you, now?” 


It is hard not to be somewhat amused watching the usually cocksure Control dissolve into a mess 
of childish pouts and whiny feelings. 


“T did!’ Control Cain insists, letting go of Shadow’s hands to flop over on his stomach instead, 
arms stretching wide. “Every minute I stood there, fake-smiling and socialising with those Rulers 
and their pompous families, I was thinking: Shadow would laugh at this, Shadow would think that 
this was ridiculous too, Shadow would make way better creme brilée than this-” 


“Tm honoured.” Shadow comments wryly. 


“all the time, my mind was just, Shadow, Shadow, Shadow,” Control Cain charges on, not even 
registering Shadow’s comment and the incriminating material he’s currently sharing of himself. 
“Tt’s like I can’t stop thinking about you.” He sounds confused, Shadow notes with mirth. “I’ve 
never felt like this before.” 


Shadow sits up, still feeling indisputably amused. The creeping terror from earlier has eradicated 
itself completely in the face of Cain’s sheer ridiculousness. 


They’ ve gone and found themselves a Control with attachment issues. Oh, how the fates laugh at 
them. 


Before Shadow can change their mind, they lift the covers beside them and offer the space 
indulgently. 


Cain looks up uncomprehendingly. ““Wha’?” 


“Come beside me.” Shadow says, soft in a way they have never been. “No one sleeps with their 
legs hanging off the bed like that.” No one sleeps with their Serf on the bed without having sex, but 
that’s beside the point. 


“Says you,” Cain mutters petulantly, but he shuffles his way up to Shadow’s side all the same. 


Shadow makes sure the duvet is wide enough to cover them both adequately. It isn’t long before 
Cain’s head lulls against Shadow’s shoulders, eyes drooping shut, wine-tinted breath slowing into 
blessed slumber. 


Shadow doesn’t sleep a wink, of course. Some part of them still expects the Control to wake and 
wrap his fingers around their neck, cackle at them for letting their guard down and shove phallic 
objects down their throat till they gasped for air. 


He doesn’t. All he does is sleep soundly through the night. It is almost an insult to Shadow’s 
previous fears. 


The enigma of Control Cain Calvados never ceases to catch Shadow off guard. They are starting to 
loathe it a little now. 


When Control Cain wakes the next morning, one might have thought he had seen a ghost with the 
alarm he leapt out of bed with. “Shadow.” He breathes, taking in Shadow’s wry form with wide 
eyes. His face pales to a sickly shade. “What did I do last night?” 


Shadow wonders what might have brought about this sort of reaction. “It’s all right, no harm was 
done.” Control Cain still looks like death had warmed over, so Shadow takes it upon themself to 
add, “You had no want for this body last night.” 


A tush of relief blows out of Control Cain’s lungs. “Thank the lords.” 


Indeed. 


Control Cain buries his face in his hands with a half-groan. He must be sporting a rather punishing 
headache from the night before. After a moment, his voice comes muffled as his next thought 
voices itself. “You didn’t lock the door.” 


That strange, redundant observation again. “I wasn’t aware that I had to.” Shadow removes 
themself from the bed - it is hardly proper for a Serf to remain rested while their hungover Control 
stays standing. 


Control Cain’s hand slips off his face, the keen glimmer in his eyes returning. Shadow almost 
missed their Control when he had been drunk. 


"You sleep naked too." There’s a question there, one Control Cain doesn’t seem quite ready to ask, 
but still wants answers for anyway. 


Shadow has never been one to give information for free. “Won’t you like to take a seat, Control 
Cain?” Shadow approaches their Control briskly, meaning to guide him back down onto the bed. 


Control Cain stands firm as a rock. Shadow raises their eyebrows questioningly. 


“Why do you sleep naked, Shadow?” The question is phrased properly this time, and Control 
Cain’s gaze is hard as it is determined. 


Shadow turns their gaze down at the whip marks littering their torso. “Does it bother you?” They 
ask absently. “I shall get dressed, if that is what you wish.” 


“No.” 


Lead plummets down Shadow’s stomach. “No?” They echo, hating the way their voice trembles 
slightly. Control Leichester has never taught them to be a coward. 


Control Cain lets out a frustrated groan. “No, not like that.” He rubs his fingers over his temples 
again. “That’s not what I meant.” 


Shadow remains silent, body tense. 


“You shouldn’t dress yourself because you think I want you to,” Control Cain speaks through 
gritted teeth, like it physically hurts to speak. Shadow wonders why he’s still speaking anyway. 
“You should dress yourself because you want to.” 


A whore like you doesn’t need any clothes- 


This is how you belong- 


Ass up in the air, bruising grip pressing their face down into the pillow, they couldn’t breathe, 
Control Leichester’s dick plunging deep into their small, small body till it ripped and tore into 
shreds- 


Shadow is tired. They are tired of this song and dance, this Control who doesn’t quite seem to 
know his role in Shadow’s life, this Control who treats them like glass instead of the mud they 
truly are. They are tired of waiting for worse treatment than the Control gives. 


“Tt is not my place to have wants, Control Cain.” Shadow speaks evenly, despite the fact of their 
own growing vexation. 


“T was a Serf once too.” Control Cain refutes. “Lilith never treated me like you seem to expect me 
to.” 


Shadow shelves that particular piece of information for later. “Then we must praise Her Highness 
Calvados for her magnanimity and kindness.” Shadow stares down at their battered body, the body 
that is still so coveted by those who want it despite being so inexplicably filthy. “But you do not 
have to treat me like glass.” 


Control Cain hisses. “Not defiling you is hardly -” 


“You are to be Ruler.” Shadow hates this so much, hates that they have to be the one to condemn 
themselves. “It is not appropriate for you to indulge me as you do, especially in the face of recent 
developments.” 


“Who says I want to be Ruler?” There’s something bitter there, and usually Shadow is smart 
enough not to press it. Usually, Shadow takes care to stay far, far away from anything that might 
make their Control tick. 


Today, they simply do not give a fuck. 


“T’m sure Her Highness Calvados had reason for putting you in possession of her property,” 
Shadow presses the big red danger button as hard as they can. “And I’m sure you had reason for 
waiting so long before attaining completion of your Household, but don’t you think you’ ve waited 
long enough?” Shadow doesn’t just press the button. They shove their entire weight against it until 
the blasted mechanism gives itself up. “Don’t you think it’s high time you honoured her wishes?” 


Control Cain slams Shadow naked body up against the wall in a flash of motion. “Say that again.” 
His voice is pleasant, but his grip is punishing. 


Shadow gazes blankly back at the spot behind their Control’s head. “You dishonour Her Highness’ 
work. But then again,” They lick their lips and spew the worst lie of all. “I suppose it is only 
natural that you do not understand its importance. You weren’t raised here, after all.” 


Control Cain’s hand squeezes on their neck. “Ts that right?” Venom drips off his coloured tone. 
“Well, I was raised in the Domain of Honesty after all. Over there, we were raised to tell truths .” 


Shadow twists the knife in their own gut. “No wonder you left so young.” 


Control Cain slams their head back against the wall, unheeding of the burst of pain ringing in 
Shadow’s ears. “Speaking of truths,” He speaks still with that poisonous tone. “I heard something 
like it about you last night - something about how you were raised, isn’t that a funny coincidence?” 


Shadow’s blood goes cold for the second time that morning and this time, there is no mercy to be 
found. 


“Annual Dinners aren’t just for Rulers, you know,” Control Cain continues conversationally, even 
as he pushes Shadow down against the wall. “They’re also for the Ruler’s relatives, and the 
Controls that those relatives endorse. Can you guess who I met last night?” 


Shadow is aware that they brought this upon themselves. Their heart hammers ceaselessly 
anyway. 


“Harold Leichester.” Control Cain’s tongue drawls across the syllables of that dreaded name, like 
he’s taking great pleasure in piercing ice through Shadow’s nerves. Shadow wonders how long he 
had been waiting to have the excuse to do this. 


To punish the body. 


“Did you think I wouldn’t find out who you served in your youth?” Control Cain chuckles darkly, 
relishing in the way Shadow hunches in on themselves. “Even worse, it’s almost like you knew he 
was going to be there. Isn’t that why you refused to join me?” 


They had certainly been aware of the possibility. 


Control Cain presses against Shadow, boxing them in. “It wasn’t really just for me then, was it? It 
was also to avoid your previous Control, whose identity you failed to reveal before I found it out 
myself.” Control Cain leans in close, the tip of his nose practically grazing Shadow’s. “Where I 
come from, we call that /ying. Do you know what they do to people who lie?” 


The body shakes under their Control’s wrath. They had been so foolish. They deserve every bit of 
pain that is to come. 


The Control clamps down on their throat, hard. The body wheezes. “This body extends its 
apologies-” 


“Oh, Harold did tell me you were prone to those. You had to be,” Control Cain’s lips curled into an 
ugly smile. “Imagine, a little Serf being released at just fifteen years of age - my, that’s even worse 
than me! At least I left my domain on my own accord. You had to be thrown away!” Control Cain 
leers down at them. “You must have been really useless, huh?” 


Useless, useless, you useless child- 


Control Leichester making them kneel under the scorching sun, making them crawl in front of his 
other children. Control Leichester throwing them out to the whorehouse at night, because that was 
the only way they could be of use to their household- 


“Nothing to say now?” Control Cain spits angrily and the body can’t quite remember why 
anymore. They just know that they’ve done something wrong, they’ ve been useless, they must be 
punished, must make up for it- 


“Why tremble? Isn’t this how you wanted me to treat you?” 


This is how you want to be treated, don’t you? 


Control Leichester’s questing fingers curling over the body’s small member- 


“Yes, Father.” Control Leichester liked it when they called him that in bed. It was the only time 
they were allowed to. 


The body goes to their knees just as the grip pinning them slackens abruptly. They take care to 
keep their eyes down. Control Leichester doesn’t like it when they look at him. 


You have my eyes. You don’t deserve to have my eyes. 


“Father, please,” The body pleads, hands raising to work at the buckle of Control Leichester’s 
pants. “Please, this body will learn to be useful, please don’t-” 


“Stop.” 


You had one job. You were raised for this. 


“This body will do better, they just need more time-” 


The crackling fire of the Lyre Whip, the ripping of the brand, the sole connection the body had to 
Control Leichester, snatched from them so easily- 


Three days, three full days of unadulterated pain of the whip, slicing their skin, burning their back- 


Control takes a step back, the body clambers to reach him with their wretched hands. 


“Stop!” The shout is so loud it physically stings and the body flinches back immediately, despite 


not having permission to. They let out a pitiful whimper and lords help them, Control Leichester 
hates cowardice, he hates- 


The sound of rushed footsteps and a door slamming shut. 


Control has not made use of the body. 


The body is useless. 


The body picks themself up after about an hour. 


They woodenly dress themselves in the black overalls they’d kept hidden from Control’s sight 
when they first came. They’d thought themself so clever, keeping their possessions private. 


They should have just obeyed Control Cain when they had the chance. 


Surprisingly, Control Cain does not release the body of black immediately. No, instead he stays 
sequestered in his quarters for two whole days, never once coming out - and the body knows 
undoubtedly that he has not once stepped foot outside. They’ ve set trays of food by the Control’s 
chamber doors, and none of the trays had been retrieved. 


The body of black might have feared the Control dead had they not heard the constant whirring 
sounds of wood drillings from the Control’s quarters. 


Under any other circumstance, the body of black wouldn’t dare to poke the lion’s den so close after 
having provoked it. However, based on prior experience, Control Cain’s mind had a habit of 
working in incomprehensible ways. The body is disinclined to let Control Cain starve himself 
simply out of anger towards them. 


So, with a pounding heart and shaking hands, the body of black approaches Control Cain’s rooms. 
They knock quietly. 


The metal whirring stops. The door doesn’t open. 


“T’ve made you chicken soup and garlic bread,” The body calls, affecting an air of normalcy. They 
think that is something Control Cain would prefer. “They’ II be lighter on the stomach.” 


The door still doesn’t open. 


The body of black stands there, and doesn't leave. 


In the evening, the body of black goes downstairs to heat up the soup and bread, before returning 
to stand vigil by their Control’s door again. They announce their arrival with another quiet knock 
and the same statement as before. 


After a long while, their Control’s muted voice travels from behind the door, like he’s leaning right 
against it. “What did I ever do to deserve you?” It sounds contrite, for some unknown reason. 


“You gave me milk,” The body replies succinctly. “And an apple.” 


A tired huff. “I suppose I did.” And just like that, the door opens. 


Control Cain looks... terrible. He hasn’t changed since their last encounter, hasn’t even bothered to 
take a shower. He’s all sweat and grime, wood shavings clinging onto every inch of his crumpled 
suit. 


The body of black lowers their gaze and raises the tray in offering. 


Control Cain accepts it. He takes a moment to consider them. “Have you eaten?” He asks 
quizzacally. 


The body has hardly let themself think of the possibility. They know their place here. 


Control Cain infers their answer from their silence. “Please do.” Control Cain sounds deeply 
exhausted. “We’ll talk about matters when we’ re both sufficiently refreshed, alright?” 


Control Cain is too kind. Never has the body thought themselves to be more deserving of 
punishment. 


“Yes, Control Cain.” 


Control Cain’s expression spasms slightly, and that is the last the body of black sees of him before 
his door clicks shut. 


Control Cain sits them down in the lounge room once he deems them ‘sufficiently refreshed’. 
Which means he makes the body of black eat at least one helping of porridge the second he 
emerges from his quarters. 


The body watches him from the corner of their eyes as they eat pensively. He is cleaned and poised 
again, the same assured Control that greeted the body when he first arrived. He is well. 


He is all the more terrifying. 


After the meal, the body tries to kneel in front of the Control, but he simply shakes his head once 
and immediately the body places themself on the couch. They want so much to be obedient, now 
that they’ve had a taste of Control Cain’s anger. 


“Shadow.” 


The body shudders at the power of that name, but something in them warms at the reminder that 
there is still something that tethers them to their Control. They are not released yet. They still have 
a chance to make up for their actions. 


“Will you look at me, please?” 


Shadow obeys. They fix their eyes somewhere in between Control Cain’s hazel green eyes. 


“T’m sorry.” 


What? 


“T’m sorry for weaponizing your past against you. I’m sorry for misusing my position of authority 
to make you feel threatened by my presence. I’m sorry for looking into things I shouldn’t have. I’m 
sorry for leaving you when you were panicking.” Control Cain lists these things candidly, like it is 
at all normal for a Control to be apologizing to their Serf. “I understand that these circumstances 
might have altered your wanting to serve me, and-” 


Realization dawns upon Shadow. This isn’t just an apology speech, it’s a goodbye speech, unless 
Shadow can prove themself worth the trouble. 


“- if you would like to leave, I can release you.” 


Back to the streets, empty stomach every night, soot and dirt cloying to their skin. 


“Please.” The body bows their head. “Please, I can still be useful.” 


“Sweetheart,” Control Cain’s voice is soft, kind and cruel. ““You misunderstand me-” 


“T’ll serve in any way I can, Control Cain,” The body longs to sink to their knees but they know 
Control Cain doesn’t want that. He wants them to talk casually, to go out together, and have fun 
eating pancakes on the street. “I won’t dictate the way you choose to treat me, as it is your right. 
I'll make sure that what happened that day won’t happen again, so please, please punish me.” 


“ Punish you?” Control Cain sounds taken aback. Perhaps he had not expected the body to be so 
eager for discipline, perhaps he had just needed proof that the body is tameable. 


“Yes, Control,” The body latches onto the only bargaining chip they seem to have. “I grew 
complacent with my place with you that I sought to question it, therefore I deserve your discipline.” 
The body remembers that Control Cain is not used to dealing with Serfs.““You can revoke my 
feeding privileges, walking, talking or otherwise. You can whip my back, if you so choose.” The 
body suggests quietly. “If you don’t have a whip, a burning switch can also suffice.” 


“Shadow.” Control Cain’s hands move forward. Shadow does not flinch. “ Shadow.” His calloused 
fingers slip in between theirs.Only then do they realise the tingling sensation in their shaking 
hands. “I’m not going to do that to you.” 


“You can have me without lubrication too-” 


“No, sweetheart, please,” Control Cain breathes steadily. “You will never be punished again.” 


Shadow’s breath hitches. They are distantly aware of the dampness accosting their cheeks. “Please, 
Control Cain, please just give me one more chance to make it up to you.” 


“You already have, sweetheart, and you aren’t going anywhere you don’t want to.” Control Cain 
says, still rubbing Shadow’s fingers. “You brought me soup when you didn’t have to-” 


“Tm a Serf, it is my job to serve you.” 


“After what I did?” Control Cain raises a brow. “I was half-surprised you didn’t stab me in the gut 
when I opened the door.” 


Shadow’s eyes widen. “I would never-” 


“T know, sweetheart,” Control Cain says quietly. “I know, and I’m sorry.” He looks down briefly, 
before raising his eyes again to meet Shadow’s. “I know you don’t have much reason to trust me 
now, but I promise you, all my apologies are sincere and I still want you very, very much.” 


Shadow doesn’t understand. “You’re keeping me?” 


“Shadow, you’re the best miracle that has ever happened to me,” Control Cain squeezes their hand 
tightly. “When I came stumbling on Lilith’s door, I was a pompous unruly brat who thought he 
could con his way through everything. When you came in, you acted with so much professionality 
that I only just learnt was a product of much abuse.” Emotion catches up to Control Cain’s voice. 
“Lilith would have been rather disappointed with my actions that day too.” 


“She would still be proud of the person you are today,” Shadow finds themself saying. “I’m sorry 
for implying otherwise.” 


“Tt’s alright, I forgive you,” Control Cain answers, like it’s just that easy. “Can you forgive me, 
Shadow?” 


Shadow looks away. “It is not my place to offer forgiveness.” 


Control Cain nods, like he had expected this answer. “Then I will do my best to earn it.” He says it 
like a promise, a determined and surefire thing. “And you will always have a place in my home, for 
as long as you are here. I swear it.” 


Shadow feels a new wave of loyalty engulf their body. More tears come tumbling down in freefall. 
They’ ve long since learnt to divorce emotion from their tears, but when Control Cain carefully 
telegraphs his movements before leaning in for a hug, Shadow thinks they might have come very 
close to associating their tears with love. 


“Then I swear to be in the service of your household for as long as I live, Control Cain,” Shadow 
vows quietly, amidst stuttering breaths. “Anything and everything you wish to do, I will be there to 
ensure that it is done.” 


“Thank you, sweetheart.” Control Cain whispers, still holding Shadow tenderly. Cain leans in close 
and plants a chaste kiss on the top of Shadow’s forehead. It is a thank you as much as it is an J love 
you. 


“No, Cain,” Shadow closes their eyes and this time, just this once, they might just start believing in 
miracles. “Thank you .” 


End Notes 


Some other bits of context that may or may not interest you as I was busy worldbuilding 
without an aim: 


e There’s some form of magic in this universe, but not too divisive. It’s mostly 
ceremonial powers passed down from generations - so Controls can sense what’s 
happening in their households at all times, and the names they give their Serfs are 
branded on the Serf’s body. These names can only be removed via another magical 
implement, aka, the Lyre Whip. This world is still very much half-formed and might 
be revisited at a later notice. 

e [had a whole backstory created for Cain that sadly did not make it in this cut, but it 
might interest you to know that his parent’s names are Adamah and Evelyn Sinclair 
respectively. Non-Christian person having fun with biblical stories yo. I did have the 
intention to make Cain and Shadow be romantically involved but where they are in 
the story right now doesn’t really allow chance to explore that. Again, this universe 
might be revisited at a later notice depending on the weather of my procrastination. 

e The High Rulers in order of hierarchy are as follows: Johannes Pritchard (he/him), 
Huang Chen (=) (he/him), Amelia Von Schnapp (she/her), Devadatta Adhikari 
(they/them), [Fifth Ruler Seat Empty] - previously occupied by Lilith Calvados 
(she/her) 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


